EDWARD GIBBON-HISTORIAN

AS far back as I can remember, the house,
near Putney Bridge and churchyard, of
my maternal grandfather, appears in the light of
ray proper and native home. It was there that I
was allowed to spend the greatest part of my
time, in sickness or in health, during my school
vacations and my parents' residence in London,
and finally after my mother's death. Three
months after that event, in the spring of 1748,
the commercial ruin of her father, ML James
Portcn, was accomplished and declared. As his
effects were not sold, nor the house evacuated,
till the Christmas following, 1 enjoyed during
the whole year the society of my aunt, without
much consciousness of her impending fate. I feel
a melancholy pleasure in repeating my obliga-
tions to that excellent woman, Mrs, Catherine
Portcn, the true mother of my mind as well as
of my health. Her natural good sense was im-
proved by the perusal of the best books in the
English language; and if her reason was some-
times clouded by prejudice, her sentiments were
never disguised by hypocrisy or affectation. Her
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